
TheTragedteof 

Whicjibreathde this poyfbm 
King. Rage muft be with flood, 

Giue me his gage, Lions make Leopards tame. 

Motvb. Yea, but not change his foots, take but my lliarnc 
Andl refigne my gage my deare deare Lord. 

The pureft ticai’uroinortaU times aflfoord, 

Is fpotleflfe reputation^ hat away ;; 1 

Men are but guilded loame,or painted clay, 

A leweil in a tennbtimes bard vpchcft* 

Isa boldfpirit lnaloyallbreaft: 

Mine honour is my life.both grow in one, 

Take honour from me, and my life is done: 

Then (deare my Liege)mine honour let me try, 

Jn that I liue,and for that will I die. 

King. Coolin throw vp your gage, do you beginne* 

Uni. O God defend my foulc from fuch deepc finne, 
Shall I feemc Greft- fallen in my fathers fight? 

Or with pale hegger-faee impeach my height. 

Before this out-darde dafhrd-ere my tongue 
Shall wound my honour with fuch feeble wtong. 

Or found fo bafe aparlec,my tecthfhall tea re, < ’ 

The flauifii motiuc of recanting fcare. 

And fpi t it bleeding'm his high di fgrace. 

Where fliame doth harb'our,c'uen in Mowbraies face. 3 ’ •' 
King. We were not borne to fuejbuffbhommaund, 
Whichfince wee cannot do to make you friends^ 

Be rcadie as yourjife fhall anfwere it. 

At Coucntry vpon Saint Lambards day, 

There (hall your (words and launces arbitrate ' - . 

The fwellmg difference ofyour fettled hate. 

Since wee cannot atone ybu,you fhall fee 
lufticedefignethe Vigors chiuairie: 
LordMarlhall,coniinaundoiiirOfFicers at Artnes, , 

Be readie to direft thefe home alaTmes. &&*■ 

Enter John of (jaunt. yvitb the Duchejfe ofGlbceJie r. 
Gaunt. Alasthepartlhadin Woodflocks bloud, 
more follicite me then y oar exclaimeJ./ 11 ‘ jj 
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King Rickard the fecond. 

To fibre againft the butchers of his life. 

But fince correction lieth in thofe hands. 

Which made the fault that we cannot correct. 

Put wcour quarrell to the wilofheauen, 

Who when they fee the houres ripe on earth 
Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Duchejfe Findcs brotherhood in thee no fharper fpurref 
Hath loue in thy old bloud noliuingfire? 

Edwards feuen fonnes wherof thy felfe artonc, 

Were as feuen viols of his facred bloud. 

Or feuenfaire branches fpringing from one rootc: 
Someofthofe feuen arc dried by natures courfe. 

Some of thofe branches by the Dcftinies cut:i 
But Thomas my deere Lord, my life, my Glocefl er. 

One viol ful of Edwards facred bloud, 

One flourifhing branch ofhis mod royall rootc 
Iscrackt, andal the precious liquor fpilr. 

Is hacktdo wnc, and his fiimmcrlcaucsal faded > 

By Enuieshand,andMurdersbloudy axe. 

Ah Gaunt, his bloud was thine, that bed, that wombe, 
Thatmettal, that felfe mould, that fafiiioned thee 
Made him a man: and though thou liucft and breatheff* 


An 


1 CC arc cnou name in hup, thou doeft confent 
In fome large meafure to thy fathers death. 

In that thou feeft thy wretched brother die , 
Who was the mode! of thy fathers life , 

Ga!l it not patience Gaunt,itis d.fpairc, 

In fuffrringthus thy brother to be fiaughtred, 
hou/hewefl the naked pathway torhy 'ife. 

That whf f CrnC 1UrC?er h ° W t0 btitcber th “ * 
HpalccJdr mCi T men w f im,tk **«««> 
W&J d T?T r r i r CInnob,cbrcafts - 
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